conversation had not unnaturally dropped into an exchange
of highly-flavoured anecdote. He did not dislike stories of
this kind provided they were told among men. The presence
of a feminine element, however, quite upset him. Beside
him sat a very personable young woman, called Olga, who
told several particularly startling anecdotes, dwelling on
coarse words with embarrassing complacency. None the
less, as she leaned against his shoulder and kid a casual
hand on his thigh, he began to think better of her with more
indulgence, and finally found her quite amusing. M.
Tiercelin followed Olga's manoeuvres with discreet atten-
tion. Her repertory exhausted, she suddenly seemed to
droop, snuggled up to her neighbour, and let her head fall
into the hollow of his shoulder. Her thick, heavily perfumed
russet hair, tickled his neck and cheek.

cYou must excuse her, Monsieur Michaud,' said Tier-
celin. ' Olga is a good little girl, but if she takes to anyone
she can't conceal it, not if he were the King of England.
Olga, do leave M. Michaud alone. What on earth will he
think of you ? '

These last words seemed to startle Olga. Like a child
caught in some misdeed, she sat up, and looking anxiously
at Michaud, faltered softly. f Have I really shocked you ? *
Michaud, in a slightly thickened voice, protested that she
had done nothing of the kind, and assured her that he too
liked her very much. She heaved a sigh of relief, and
coming yet closer to him, again laid her head on his shoulder.
M. Tiercelin seemed to think so little of this familiarity that
Michaud did not feel any great discomfort. He was in fact
anxious to appear at his ease, in order to conceal a certain
stirring of his emotions. Affecting a bored detachment
towards the temptations of the flesh, he pretended to stroke
Olga's hair with the casual air of a man used to such encoun-
ters, while he listened to what the man opposite was saying :
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